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PREFACE. 


I T muft afford picafure to every benevolent 
mind to obferve, that the progrefs of knowledge, 
while it improves the underflanding, leads to the 
ellablilhment of virtue, freedom, and happinefs. 
A great sera is opening on the earth; difcove- 
ries in fcience are very rapidly increafing the power, 
amending the condition, and enlarging the views 
of mankind; and the clofe of the eighteenth, 
like that of the fifteenth century, will probably be 
marked in future times, as a period in which a hid¬ 
den acceffion of light burli on the human mind. 
Happily thofe important truths which are the refult 
of reafon and relle&ion, are no longer confined to 
a the 
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the recefles of philofophy; they have fpread widely 
into fociety, and begin to influence the councils of 
flatefmen, and the conduct of nations. 

Hence it is not improbable, that the principles 
of political fcience may foon undergo an univerfal 
change; that probity and good faith may take place 
of fraud and chicanery in the intercourfe of Hates; 
contiguity of fituation prove the fource of friendship 
inftead of hoflility between nations; and hatred and 
bloodlhed be exchanged for confidence and peace. 
Such mull be the confequences, when the laws of 
truth and juflice, which are impofed on the tranf- 
a&ions of individuals, fhall be extended to the con- 
duel of governments towards each other, where 
kingdoms are at flake, and the happinefs of millions 
involved in the iffue. 

But though many agreeable efrecls will molt pro¬ 
bably flow from this important change, there are 
other confequences that may enfue, which are greatly 


to 
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to be dreaded. The fpirii of trade may degrade the 
national character, and endanger our facrificing the 
principles of juftice and the feelings of humanity to 
the acquirement of wealth. It becomes us therefore 
to guard againfl the introduction of thofe bafe and 
fordid maxims which reprefent every thing as fair 
that is lucrative, and feparate infamy from villany, 
provided it be fuccefsful. 

Britain lias been highly favoured of heaven in all 
the gifts of nature and the acquifitions of art ; and 
the temple of Liberty, firft reared by the labour, 
and cemented by the blood, of our anceltors, has 
nowits foundations eternally fixed on the balls of 
fciencc and philofophy. But the principles on which 
the liberties of Britain are eltablilhed, are of uni ver¬ 
bal application, and may one day extend from the 
centre of this illand to the extremities of the earth. 

it i& time for thofe who direcl the councils of the 
nation to turn their eyes on the trade to Africa.— 
£ This 
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This traffic in the human fpecies, which is fo direct and 
daring an infringement of every principle of liberty 
and juftice, has attracted the public notice—The more 
it is examined, the more horrid it will appear; and the 
voice of reafon, aided by the natural feelings of the 
human heart, mult fooner of later atchieve its over¬ 
throw. Bufc it becomes a wife leglflature to inter¬ 
fere without delay; the fubject is of deep importance, 
and calls loudly for the immediate exertions of pa- 
triotifm and virtue. It would be no difficult matter 
to fhew, that the trade which the Europeans carry 
on for Haves to Guinea, is the foundation of almoft 
all the miferies which the negroes endure in their 
own country, as well as in the fugar iflands. Thofe 
dreadful wars which fpread from the fhores of >the 
Atlantic to the eaflern extremity of Africa, are chiefly 
undertaken to procure Haves as an exchange for the 
wares of Europe. It is this trade, which fetting 
juftice and humanity at defiance, crowds the unhappy 
Africans in the foul and peftilential holds of Ihips,^ 

where 
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where twenty-five thoufand perifh annually of dil- 
cafe and broken hearts. It is this traffic which places 
the furvivors in the hands of mailers whole natural 
feelings are deftroyed by early and continual inter- 
courfe with the worflof flavery, where their fpirits are 
broken and their bodies walled by infupportable toils. 
Lallly, it is this trade which deprives them of thofe 
bell privileges of our nature, conjugal alfeclion and 
parental love, the conflant fupply which it affords 
compenfating the lofs of thofe victims of avarice 
and cruelty who have died without ilfue to inherit 
their mifeiy and their difgrace.—Hence it is, that the 
wafle of life among a people naturally prolific in the 
extreme, amounts to an eighth part annually; and 
upwards of an hundred thoufand Africans are yearly 
tranfported acrofs the Atlantic, to keep up the number 
of thofe unhappy men who are doomed to toil, to 
flavery, and to death. 


This mournful truth, while it confutes a thou¬ 
fand arguments drawn by the wretched apologifls 
b of 
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of flavery, from the happy condition of the negroes 
in the Weft-India iflands, fuggefts other refle&ions, 
at which humanity fhudders.—-It is the intereft of 
the merchants of England, that the condition of the 
negroes in the colonies fhould not be meliorated, 
for otherwife they might multiply in fuch a manner 
as to deftroy the demand; while on the other hand 
the planters who can now buy a full-grown African 
cheaper than they can rear a child from birth till 
the age of labour, are thus, in the treatment of 
their Haves, freed from thofe reftraints which intereft 
impofes on the moft mercilefs. Thus it is, that thefe 
two fpecies of Chriftians find their account in the 
fuffe rings of the injured Africans; and who after 
this can wonder that their general treatment is cruel 
and fevere ? 

That reprefentations fuch as thefe fhould have no in¬ 
fluence in a country where men have heads to reafon 
and hearts to feel, is impoflible; and before long it is 
hoped they will have a powerful effe£l in the fenate of 

the 
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the nation. A partial attachment to the errors of their 
country, cannot be alledged again!! the politicians of 
the prefent day; nor is it eafy to fee how the traffic in 
the human fpecies, can be overlooked by thofe among 
them who have any pretenfions to patriotifm or huma¬ 
nity—Nor how thofe adherents of liberty, who fo late¬ 
ly fought the battles of America, whenBritain attempt¬ 
ed to retain her authority over the colonies (he had 
formed, can view unmoved the real enormities flic is 
daily perpetrating in another quarter of the globe. 

Though the author of the following poem has 
fpoken of the flave trade with the abhorrence which 
it deferves, he would not be thought to involve 
all who are concerned in it in the charge of delibe¬ 
rate wickednefs. The combined influence of cuf- 
tom, of prejudice, and of intereft, has, he knows, in 
all ages afforded melancholy inflances, not only of 
the corruption of the heart, but of the perverfion 
of the underflanding; and to this laft circumllancc 
he is willing to impute it, that there are Englifh- 


inen 
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men deeply engaged in the traffic in the human fpe- 
cies (incredible as it may appear) who are, in other 
refpe&s, men of honour and integrity; and even, 
as he has been told, of humanity—Such inftances 
are deeply to be deplored. 

Feeling for the honour of his country, and for 
the bufferings of the friendlefs and injured negroes, 
the author has attempted to attract public notice 
to the Have trade, by committing his thoughts to 
the prefs in the form of a poem. That which he 
now offers is the firft part of his plan; if this meets 
attention, it will be continued. It may be thought 
that he has been warm, and he will not deny it— 
This however he may fay, that he has not ufed the 
licence of a poet to deal in fi&ion—It is with heart¬ 
felt forrow he declares, that on this fubject the 
truth defies the exaggeration of paflion, or the em- 
belliftiments of imagination. 


THE 
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WRONGS of AFRICA. 


PART THE FIRST. 

OFFSPRING of love divine, Humanity! 

To whom, his eldefl born, th' Eternal gave 
Dominion o’er the heart; and taught to touch 
Its varied flops in fweetefl unifon; 

And flrike the firing that from a kindred bread; 
Refponfive vibrates 1 from the noify haunts 

* Of 
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Of mercantile contufion,.'where thy voice- 
Is heard not; from the meretricious glare 
Of crowded theatres, where in thy place 
Sits SenlibiliLy, with wat’ry eye, 

Dropping o’er fancied woes her ufelefs tear ;■ 

Come thou, and weep with me fubftantial ills;' 
And execrate the wrongs, that Afric’s fons, 

Torn from their natal fhore, and doom’d to bear. 
The yoke of fervitude in weftern climes, 

Suflain. Nor vainly let our forrows flow, 

Nor let the ftrong emotion rife in vain, 

But may the kind contagion widely fpread, 

Till in its flame the unrelenting heart 
Of Avarice, melt in fofteft fympathy; — 

And one bright blaze of univerfal love, 

In grateful incenfe, rifes up to heaven.. 

Form’d with the fame capacity of pain, 

The fame defire of pleafure and of eafe, 

Why feels not man for man ? When nature fhrinks 
V From 
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From the flight pun&nre of an infe&’s fling, 
Faints if not fcreen’d from fultry funs, and pines 
Beneath the hardlhip of an hour’s delay 
Of needful nutriment; when liberty 
Is priz’d fo dearly, that the -flighted breath: 

That ruffles but her mantle, can awake 
To arms, unwarlike nations, and can roufe 
Confederate Hates to vindicate her claims ; 

How fhall the fufferer man, his fellow doom 
To ills he mourns, or fpurns at? tear with ftripes 
His quivering flefh; with hunger and with third:. 
Walle his emaciate frame? in ceafelefs toils 
Exhaufthis vital powers •, and bind his limbs 
In galling chains ? Shall he whofe fragile form. 
Demands continual bleffings, to fupport 
Its complicated texture ; air, and food. 

Raiment, alternate reft, and kindly Ikies, 

And healthful feafons, dare with impious voice 
To afk thofe mercies, whilfb his felfiih aim 
Arrefts the general freedom of their courfe ?. 


And ’ 
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And gratified beyond his utmofl wifh. 

Debars another from the bounteous ftore ? 

From her exhaufllefs fprings the fruitful earth 
The wants of all fupplies: her children we, 
From her full veins the grateful juices draw. 
With life and health replete; nor hard return 
She at our hands requires, nor more than fuits 
The ends of health and pleafure; yet beflcws 
On all her offspring with a parent’s love 
Her gifts impartial: of the felf-fame frame. 
Alike in paflions, appetites, and powers, 

We feize the boon her equal care extends, 

But whilfl we grafp it, turn an eye unblefl 
Upon a brother’s birth-right; nor defift 
With hands unhallow’d, till by fraud or force 
We call his portion ours; nor flop we here, 

But bid the plunder’d wretch again return, 

And fupplicate again with toil, and tears, 

The general mother; and as fhe bellows, 


Again 
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Again we tear the morfel from his hands; 

An ufelefs booty! whilft the fufferer droops 
Beneath reiterated wrongs, and dies. 

But thou, the mailer of the fable crew! 

Lord of their lives and ruler of their fate, 

For whomthey toil and bleed! what powers unknown 
Of keen enjoyment can thy nature boaft, 

That thus thy fingle blifs can grafp the fum 
Of haplefs numbers, facrificed to thee ? 

—Say, can their tears delight thee ? Can their groans 
Add poignance to thy pleafures ? Or when death 
Alarms thee with his fummons, canlt thou add 
The total of their ravilh’d lives to thine ? 

Or fpring not rather thy detefted joys, 

From forne perverfion of each nobler fenfe 
Indulgent nature gave thee ? For the glow 
Of melting charity, that looks on all 
With eyes impartial; and receives delight 
Mod exquifite, whene’er her ready aid 
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DiflTufes gladnefs, or reprefles pain, 

Thro’ the minuted particle of life; 

Feels not thine harden’d bread a horrid blifs 
In the wild ihriek of anguifh ? in the groan 
Of fpeechlefs mifery ? Hence with tyrant voice 
Thou bidd the trembling victim to thy wrath 
Devoted, writhe beneath the torturing whip, 

Or for fome trivial fault,, (to which compar’d 
The daily crime, which thou without remorfe 
Committ’d againd him, is as oceans depth, 

To the fhoal current of the fcantied rill) 

To mutilation doom’d him, and to death. 

—Dear to the heart is freedom’s generous flame. 
And dear th’ exulting glow, that warms the foul, 
When draggling virtue from the tyrant’s grafp 
Indignant rallies, and aflerts her rights; 

But for this namelefs tranfport, thou had found 
A gloomy fubditute, and from the depths 
Of loathfome dungeons, manacles, and chains, 
Cand draw drange pleafure, and prepofterous joy. 

And 



C 7 ] 

And thou th’ inferior minifter of ill! 

Inferior in degree, but in thy fc:om 
Of every milder virtue, in the love 
Of rapine, and the quenehlefs third of gold 
His more than equal! O’er th’ Atlantic deep. 

That rolls in vain to fcreen its eafte^n fhores 
From thy.fierce purpofe, on thou plough’ll thy way; 
And firm, and fearlefs, as thy voyage were meant 
On melfages of mercy, feed unmov’d 
The lightnings glare, and heaTft the thunders roll, 
Regardlefs of their threats; when o’er the main. 
Rides in dread Hate the equinoHial blaft, 

And fwells th 5 infulled ocean, when thy bark 
(The thin partition ’twixt thy fate and thee) 
Labours thro’ all her frame, and loudly threats 
Thine inftantaneous doom; thou dill preferv’d 
Thine execrable aim; nor dorms, nor fire, 

Nor fell difeafes, nor impending death, 

Arrefl thy purpofe; till the diftant fhores 
Of haplefs Afric open on thy fight. 
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From northern Gambia, to the fouthern climes 
Of fad Angola, lie the fated lands, 

Whofe genius mourns thy coming: wak’d by him. 
In vain the elemental fury rag’d, 

For thou hall; triumph’d: joyful on the brand, 

His fable fons receive thy wearied crew; 

And bid them (hare their vegetable bore, 

Pow’rful to purify the tainted blood. 

And grateful to the palate, long inur’d 
To nutriment half putrid: in return. 

Thou to their dazzled fight difclofeb wide 
Thy magazine of wonders, cull’d with care, 

From all the fplendid trifles, that adorn 
Thine own luxurious region; mimic gems 
That emulate the true; fictitious gold 
To various ufes faflhion’d, pointing out 
Wants which before they knew not; mirrors bright, 
Refle&ing.to their quick and curious eye 
Their fable features; fhells, and beads, and rings. 
And all fantabic folly’s gingling bells, 


That 
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That catch d th unpra£lis’d ear, and thence convey 
Their unfufpe&ed poifon to the mind. 

Yet not delightlefs pafs’d their cloudlefs days. 
The cheerful natives, ere the wafteful rage 
Of European avarice chang’d the fcene ; 

-—Strangers alike to luxury and toil. 

They, with affiduous labour, never woo’d 
A coy and flubborn foil, that gave its fruits 
Reluctant; but on feme devoted day, 

Perform’d the talk, that for their future lives 
Suffic’d, and to the moill. and vigorous earth 
The youthful (hoots committed: fervid funs, 

And plenteous fhowers, the riling juices fent 
Thro’ all the tm*gid branches ; and ere long, 
Screen’d from the fcorching beam, beneath the {hade 
Himfelf had rais’d, the carelefs planter fat; 

And from the bending branches cropt the fruit; 
More grateful to his unperverted talle, 

Than all that glads the glutton s pamper’d meal. 

Nor 


D 
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Nor was amufement wanting; oft at morn. 

Lord of his time, the healthful native rofe, 

And feiz’d his faithful bow, and took his way 
Midi! tangled woods, or over diflant plains. 

To pierce the murd’rousPard; when glowing noon 
Pour’d its meridian fervors, in cool fhades 
He ilept away th’ uncounted hours, till eve 
Recall’d him home> then midft the village train 
Pie join’d the mazy dance; then all his pow’rs 
Were wak’d to aftion; vigorous and alert, 

He bounded o’er the plain; or in due time 
Plied his unwearied feet, and beat his hands; 
Whilft burfts oflaughter, and loud fhouts of joy. 
Spoke the keen pleafures of th’ admiring throng. 

But when the a&ive labours of the chace 
No more delighted, in the ihady bower 
Idly induftrious, fat reclin’d at eafe 
The fable artift; to the jav’lin’s {haft, 

The ebon flaflF, or maple goblet, gave 
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Fantaftic decorations; (imply carv’d, 

Yet not inelegant: beneath his hands, 

Oft too a cloth of firmer texture grew, 

That fteep’d in azure, mocks the brittle threads, 
And fleeting tin&ure, of our boafted arts. 

The tafk, perform’d beneath no mailer’s eye, 

Of trivial worth efteem’d, fucceffive months 
Unfinifh’d faw, whilft obje6ls interven’d. 

Deem’d more important; that by grateful change, 
Cheer’d the flow progrefs of his guiltlefs life. 

Nor yet unknown to more refin’d delights. 

Nor to the foft and focial feelings loft. 

Was the fwarfc African: wherever man 
Ere£ls his dwelling, whether on the bleak 
And frozen cliffs of Zembla’s northern coaft, 

Or in meridian regions; Love attends 
And fhares his habitation : in his train 
Come fond afferiions, come endearing joys, 

And confidence, and tendernefs, and truth ; 


For 
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For not to polifh’d life alone confin’d, 

Are thefe primaeval bleflings; rather there 
Deftroyed, or injured; mercenary ties 
There bind ill luited tempers ; avarice there, 

And pride, and low’ring fuperflition, crofs 
The tender union; but where nature reigns. 

And univerfal freedom, love exults 
As in his native clime ; there aims fecure 
His brighteft arrow, fteep’d in keen delights, 

To cultur’d minds, and colder Ikies, unknown. 

Dark, and portentous, as the fable cloud. 

That bears unfeen contagion on its wings, 

And drops deftru6tion on the race of man. 

Came the foul plague, that, brought from Europe, 
fpread 

O’er Afric’s peaceful fhores, with fudden change 
Perverting good, to evil: at the fight 
Nature recoil’d, and tore with frantic hands 
Her own immortal features: broke at once. 

Were 


4 



L >3 ] 


Were ail the bonds of focial life, and rage, 

And deadly hatred, and uncheck’d revenge, 

In every bofom burn’d, The dance, the fong 
Were now no more, for treachery’s fecret fnarc 
Impended o’er their revels, and diftruft 
Had alienated man from man: no more, 

At early dawn, o’er hills and plains unknown, 

The hunter took his folitary range, 

Left, fiercer than the tyger or the pard, 

He there fhou’d meet his fellows, and become 
Himfelf the prey. Then mutual wars arofe, 

And neighbouring ftates, that never knew before 
A motive of contention, took the field ; 

Not with the glorious hope of conqueft fir’d, 

But with detefted avarice, to purloin 
Their foes, and fell to Europe’s fhamelefs race. 

Their unoffending neighbours; foon themfelves 
To fhare their lot, arid mourn the felf-fame chains. 

But fay, whence firft th’ unnatural trade arofe, 

K And 
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And what the firong inducement, that cou’d tempt 
Such dread perverfion? Cou’d not Africs wealth, 
Her ivoiy, and her granulated gold, 

To her fuperfluous, well repay the (lores, 
(Superfluous too) from diftant Europe fent; 

But liberty and life mufti be the price, 

And man become the merchandize and-lpoff? 

O, when with flow, and hefitatirig voice, 

The wily European firfl propos’d 
His hateful barter, that fome patriot hand. 

Urg’d with prophetic rage, had flopt the fource 
Of future ill, and deep within his bread 
The deadly weapon buried!—whilft aloof 
Stood his pale brethren, paler then with fear; 

And {huddering at the awful deed, had learnt 
To venerate th’ eternal rights of man. 

Artful, and fair, and eloquent of fpeech, 

Was the firfl tempter, that in Eden’s groves, 
Guiltlefs before, brought fin, and pain, and death: 
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And lair, and artful, were the cultur’d train, 

That wound the fnare round Afric’s thoughtlefs Tons, 
And draggcl them to perdition. In their eyes 
Bright fhine the fplendid ftores; around them throng 
The wondering natives; and with flrangc delight, 
Gaze on their novel beauties; as they gaze. 

New wifhes rife, which, gratified in part, 

And part reftrain’d, and heighten’d by delay. 

Wake the dread lull of having. What their climes 
Of rich, or rare, for ornament, or ufe, 

Afford, they glad refign; but Hill unbought 
Remains the fhining treafure, far beyond 
All poffible equivalent; for vain 
Were all the proffer’d gifts, that highefl flood 
In the poor native’s eftimate; his bow, 

His reedy arrows, or the dappled Ikin 
Won from the leopard in the dangerous chace. 

Mean time impetuous rofe the fierce defire, 

And, like a fudden deluge, fwept along 
The fenfe of right uncultur’d nature gave, 


Each 
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Each foftcr feeling, every focial tie, 

And mark’d th’ arrival of the dreadful hour. 

—The European caught the favouring time; 

And with bland fpeech, and foften'd fmile, propos’d 
A prize, that might the fplendid booty win, 

—A brother’s facrilice.- 

Safe on the fheltering coaft of wide Benin, 

The {lately veffel rode; and now the fun, 

Deep in the wellern flood had quench’d his fires; 
And the wan moon, in heav’n’s oppofing fcale, 

Hung her pale lamp; that o’er the breezy main, 
Scatter’d its broken radiance—all was flill— 

When dim, beneath the fober beam of night, 

Was feen the light canoe, that tow’rds the {hip 
Its hafty courfe directed: in it fat 
Arebo and Corymbo, brothers they, 

And till this fatal moment more attach’d. 

By friendfiiip than by nature; but too weak 
Were nature’s ties, or friendfhip’s clofer bonds, 


And 
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And in the element of fierce defire, 

Their brittle hold relign’d. Corymho (loom’d 
Iiis brother to captivity, and lur’d 
To fliarc the feign’d cxcurfion, and partake 
The evening revel, with the morning light 
Again to feck the fhore. 'They reach the {hip— 

A fhout of joy fiilutes them? on the deck 
Cory mho leaps, whilft trembling clofc behind 
Arcbo follows, fcarce as yet re (hiv’d 
To fharc the banquet: on the did,ant fhore 
He turn’d his eyes, and felt his Ipirits fink 
In ft range dejedlion ? fudden fear imped'd 
His heps, and from the veffd/s tow’rlng height, 

He fought to plunge for.fafcty in the flood; 

—But ah! too late—fuperior llrength retrains 
His vain attemptand infults, flripes, and chains, 

Fill the fad ferics of his future days.. 

Mean time Corymbo, flruck with confcious guilt, 
Turn'd from the conflict: and in hade requir’d 

The 



The promis’d bounty. Tills be thy reward, 
Cried, with malicious fmile, the watchful fund 
That fin! devis’d the treachery, and difplay’d 
His implements of torture, whips, and bonds. 
—Deep in the centre of the floating pile, 

Were thrown the haplefs brothers, there to pafs 
The changing moons, till in the weftern world 
New woes awaited them, whilfl mutual hate 
Sharpen’d eacli pang, and doubled every ill. 

Thus blafled were the joys of private life; 
And the fair fruit of confidence, receiv’d 
A canker in its core, that all unfeen 
To poifon turn’d its falutary powers. 

—But tliefe were trivial injuries, confin’d 
To private wrong; and like the fever’s rage. 
Sought but precarious viflims for their prey : 
But foon the epidemic madnefs fwell’d 
To peflilential fury, and involv’d 
Surrounding nations in one general doom. 
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Nor only then, beneath the gloom of night, 

In the lone path, the fable ruffian lurk’d, 

Watchful to feize and fell for ufelefs toys, 

His weaker fellow; but deluded Hates 
Avow'd the public meafure; to the field 
March’d forth contending armies, unprovok’d 
By previous wrong, to wage unnatural war : 

Whilft he, the white deceiver, who had fown 
The feeds of difeord, faw with horrid joy 
The harveft ripen to his utmoft wifh; 

And reap’d the fpoils of treachery, guilt, and blood. 

Deep in the fhady covert of a wood, 

That fereen’d from noon-day rage the flight-built 
bovvers, 

And dillant far from ocean’s heaving tides, 

Lay a imall hamlet; whofe inglorious fons, 

Were flrangers yet to war; fave when provok’d 
By hunger’s call, the monfters of the wafle 
Attack’d their dwellings. O’er the lone retreat 


Sail’d 



Sail'd the dim cloud of night, and thru the trees 
Sigh’d the foil gale, and Indit'd to deep rcpolc 
The guilliefs tenants: when a hidden fire 
Involv'd their habitations; thro’ the flames 
They ru fil'd for fafety : but a numerous throng 
Of native ruffians, from a diflant fhore, 

Attack’d the helplels crew, and bore away 
Their trembling victims: loudly role the voice 
Of anguifli, whilfl the mod ter for her chikl 
Struggled witli frantic violence, and dar’d 
Tlf extreme of danger ; whilfi. the lover clalpd 
The inillrefs of his choice, and rais’d his bread 
To meet the threatmed blow 7 ; wliilll youth, alarm’d, 
Traded to flight for fafety, arid the tear 
Of fupplicating age was pour'd in vain: 

—Fond tears, and vain attempts! fhall mercy red 
In favage bofoms, when the cultur’d mind 
Difclaims her influence : 1 From their peaceful home 
For ever torn, and chain’d m long array, 

The mourning fufferers move along the plain, 



[ 2' ] 


A fpeflacle of woe; and frequent turn 
Their tear-diinnvd eyes towards the fav’rite foot 
That gave them birth, and faw their youthful fports; 
Whofe ft reams had cool’d their thirft, whofe forefls 
dark 

Had fereen’d their {lumbers, and whofe varied fecnes 
Had witnefs’d a'll their joys. They turn, and mourn 
Their fiinple threfhold now with kindred blood 
Defil'd; their roofs of rapid flames the prey; 

The partners of their pleafures now condemn'd 
To (bare their lot, or pouring out their lives 
Beneath untented wounds.—They turn and weep, 
Whim o’er the burning fand the frequent goad 
Haftens their lingering fteps, till on their light 
Opens th’ extended ocean: hovering near, 

Like fome dread monftcr, watchful for its prey. 

The veffel glooms portentous ; foon to feizc / 

Her living victims, and to whelm them deep 
In the dark cavern of her loatlifome womb. 


O might 
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O might we here abfolve the theme, and hide 
Beneath tlf impenetrable veil of night 
New fcenes of horror; happy fo to fpare 
The blufh, that elfe mud tinge th’ ingenuous cheek;, 

To fpare the tear of pity, nor provoke 
The fudden imprecation that will built 
From plain integrity, when open wrong 
Wantons fecure in guilt.—And let it burft, 

And let the cheek with burning blufhes glow, 

And pity pour her tears: for is not Man 
The author of the wrong? And fhall not they, 

In colour, nation, faith,—affociate all— 

Who fee, yet not rcfent it; hear of it, 

Yet Hand regardlefs; know it, yet partake 
The luxuries it fupplies; fhall thefe not feel 
The keen emotions of remorfe and fhame? 

And learn this truth fcvere, that whilfl they fhun 
The glorious conflict, nor afli ft the caufe 
Of fuffering nature, THEY PARTAKE THE GUILT? 
3 


Come 
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Come then, ye generous few, whofc hearts can feel 
For ft ranger forrows; who can hear the voice 
Of mifery breathe acrofs tlf Atlantic main, 
Diminifh’d not by diftance!—-Ye too come, 

Ye patrons of diflrefs, beneath whofc fmile 

Exulting charity beholds with joy 

The numerous temples riling to her fame; 

Where age in peace repofes, where the young 
A fafe afylum find; where ficknefs fmiles, 

And hunger meets relief! Come, and with me 
Dcfcend that floating dungeon’s dark recefs. 

To air fcarce pervious; where in numbers pil’d. 
And cloudy wedg’d within the fcanty breadth 
Of calculated inches, pafs their hours 
The victims of our avarice.—Tell me, then, 

Did ever he, the glory of our iile, 

Our new ALC1DES, in whofc conquering grafp 
The ferpents of oppreflion droop’d and died; 

Who now efiays his heavenly temper’d fpear 
Againfl; the eaftern Python‘s deadly rage; 
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Immortal HOWARD! when with fearlefs ffep 
lie trac'd pale mifcry to her laii recefs, 

Midll putrid vapours and infectious damps, 

Th’ abodes of harden’d guilt—Did ever he 
Behold a fight fo dreadful P where the dead 
Prefs on the dying; where the parting groan 
Is heard without companion, or excites 
The living wretches envy; where debarr’d 
From every bleffing, and from every hope, 

Death comes not at their bidding, but lele&s 
With wayward choice his favorites; hardily kind, 
Dilfolves the bond, and mocks the tyrant’s rage ? 

A truce with declamation:—thus methinks 
I hear fomc veteran trafficker in blood, 

Whofe leifure—by repeated crimes procur'd — 

Is us’d to juftify thofe crimes, reply: 

—Peace to your declamation, nor prefume 
To judge another’s feelings.—Is it yours, 

A ilranger to the fcenc, to tell the cares, 
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The anxious days, the bufy, refllefs nights, 

Devoted to the fuccour of the Haves 
When vifited by ficknefs ? Is it yours 
To tell what arts are us’d, the healing arts 
Of cultivated Europe ; to appcafe 
The recent pang, or flop the Spreading rage 
Of fierce contagion? But fuppofe we grant 
What you affume unjuflly, that our ears 
Are fhut to mifery’s voice; our harden’d hearts 
Loft to the focial fympathies of man; 

Yc will not fure deny, that hill we feel 
The potent charm of interefl; and with her 
Ev’n fhou’d humanity refufe to join, 

She here becomes her fubflitute, and leads 
To equal blefiings: ’tis not then enough 
You prove us void of feeling; you muft fliew 
Our folly far exceeds our guilt, or fee 
Your blunted darts, from truth’s bright fhield, recoil. 

And who fhall rob you of your juft applaufe! 
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Ye watchful guardians of the fubjecl crew, 

That curie the lives ye cherifh ? ’Tis, we own, 

No common cafe, to fhut the gates of death 
On thofe who wifh to pafs them; to retain 
Within its fuffering bound, tlT indignant foul 
That pants for freedom, as the hunted hart 
That feeks the coolnefs of the chryftal fpring: 

And when the tyrant of the harmlefs flock. 

That whilfl: he feeds them, deftines them to death, 
Is call’d humane, ye then may juflly boafl 
The glorious appellation: ’Tis enough 
Mean time for you, if life and health remain 
Among!! your captives, till they reach the fhores 
Of thofe polluted Iflands, that too foon 
Shall realize the evils which they dread. 

-"-Then ends your fympathy—and whether there 
Long years of fuffering wafte by flow degrees 
Their vital powers, or violence deform 
Their mutilated limbs, or hunger gnaws, 

Or ficknefs preys upon them, unconcern’d 


Ye 
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Ye give them to their fate; as Jacob’s fons 
Sold their more righteous brother; nor inquire 
What ills to differ, or what deaths to die. 

Mod; fitly then ye throw afide the veil, 

That not conceals, but more deforms your crimes, 
Tinging their features with the loathfome hue 
Of foul hypocrify: and right ye deem, 

When fcorning pity’s fofter ties, ye own 
That avarice only prompts the deed humane, 
Which feems to claim a fairer origin. 

—But why with foolifh fondnefs wou’d you drive 
To drefs a devil in an angel’s garb, 

And bid mankind adore him ?—Can it be, 

That he, the fouled fiend that ever dalk’d 
Acrofs the confines of this differing world; 

He, the dread fpirit of commercial gain, 

Whofe heart is marble, and whofe harpy hands 
Are dain’d with blood of millions; can it be, 

That he fhou’d perfonate the form divine 
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Of foft companion, and perform the tafk 
To her mild cares and lenient hand affign’d? 

—It is not his, on mifery’s bleeding wounds 
To pour the foothing balm; to raifc the head 
That droops in ficknefs; timely to fupply 
The healing potion; and the bitter cup 
Sweeten with words of fympathy. To him, 

Of all that breathes, indifferent is the fate; 

And whilft one hand the cordial drop fullains. 

The other grafps a dagger ; thus prepar’d, 

With life, and death, he balances the fcale, 

And as the beam preponderates, faves, or kills. 

But fay, ye fhamelefs fophifls! who comprcfs’d 
Within the confines of that iron grate, 

Its ftruggling tenants, who for air and food 
Incelfant clamour? ’Twas not fhe whofc name 
Ye now profan’d; beneath whofe kindling fmile 
All animated nature leaps with joy; 

She, from whofe ftreaming eyes, your murd’rous deeds 
2 Draw 
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Draw tears of blood—No, ’twas the hated power 
Of unrelenting avarice, that with her 
Late claim'd unnatural union; and affur’d 
Himfelf her fubftitute: Infatiate he, 

Whilft third of gain abforb’d each other fenfe. 

Pour’d in his cavern deep, throng after throng, 

His living victims; with his. iron mace, 

Crufh’d, and condens’d their ranks, and o’er them 
clos’d 

Th’ impenetrable harrier.—Grimly then. 

Like him of yore, that in his blood-ftain’d cave 
Confin’d the wandering Greeks, he fat and fmil’d, 

And brooded o’er his treafures, now edeem’d 
Irrevocably his.—Deluded fool! 

The cup, thy giddy rage has fill’d too high, 

Like that of Tantalus (hail foon o’erfiow, 

And leave thee wondering at the fudden void. 

For nature, Proteus like, when long confin’d 
Delights to change her form: fermenting flow, 

Her filent work commences; fcarce perceiv’d 
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Its hidden progrefs, till the leaven reach 
The principle of being, to new forms 
And combinations tending: Then uncheck’d 
Rages the wild contagion.—Vainly then, 

The tyrant opens wide his iron gate, 

And bids the fainting wretch once more imbibe 
The fragrant gales of day; or o’er him pours 
In copious ftreams th’ invigorating lymph: 

—Ah foe, his palfied lips refufe to tafte 
The kind altringent; fudden tremors fhake 
His limbs; his glaring eye-balls roll in death; 

And unrelu&ant, from its wearied frame, 

Flics the freed fpiritYet not feeks alone 
The promis’d regions of eternal fpring; 

But mingling with the kindred fouls, whofe bonds 
Each palling hour diffevers, hovers o’er 
The fcene, and bids its lov’d companions halle. 
And (hare the fweets of freedom: or delights 
To glance before the tyrant’s fear-ftruck fight; 
Mock at his anguilh, feaft upon the fears 
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That agitate his bofom, whilft he fees 
Thefpiritof difeafe his folly rais’d, 

Roam unconfin’d; and in one common fate. 

Involve at once th’ opprefTor, and the flave. 

Nations of Europe! o’er whofe favour’d lands 
Philofophy hath rais’d her light divine, 

(A brighter fun than that which rules the day) 

Beneath whofe piercing beam, the fpe£tre forms 
Of fiavifii fuperftition flow retire! 

Who greatly ftruggling with degrading chains, 

Have freed your limbs from bondage! felt the charms 
Of property! beyond a tyrant’s lull 
Have plac’d domeftic blifs! and foon lhali own 
That nobleft freedom, freedom of the mind, 

Secure from prieftly craft and papal claims! 

—But chiefly thou, the miflrefs of the main, 

Who fits ferene amidfl; thy fubjeft waves, 

That bring thee hourly tribute; Queen of Ifles,. 

Of faith unblemifh’d, of unconquer’d foul, 
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And prizing freedom dearer than the blood 
That circles round thine heart! O Albion, fay, 

And fay, ye filler kingdoms; why remains 
This univerfal blot, that marks your brows 
With black ingratitude; and tells high heaven 
You merit not your blelfings ? Why remains 
This foul and open wound on nature’s limb, 

Walling its healthful powers ? (and who (hall tell 
How far may fpread th’ infe£lion?) Blulh ye not 
To boafl your equal laws, your juft reftraints, 

Your rights defin’d, your liberties fecur’d, 

Whilft with an iron hand ye crulh to earth 
The helplefs African; and bid him drink 
That cup of forrow, which yourfelves have dalh’d 
Indignant, from oppreflion’s fainting grafp P 
—O Britain! jealous of thy private rights, 

Like fome fond mother, with a partial eye 
Thou feeft thine offspring: and ihou’d fraud, or force, 
Attempt to tear them from thee -, foon wou’d rife 
Thy kindling fpirit, and th’ infidious foe 


Wou’d 



[ 33 ] 


Wou’d feel tby ready vengeance: And fhalt thou 
Incroach upon another? Shall thine hand 
Be ftain’d with murder? Or with paltry theft 
Polluted ? Or abandon’d to thy fhamc, 

Canft thou receive the produce of the crimes 
Thy fons commit, and from thy tow’ring flatc 
Affe£t to know not of them ? High in rank 
Amidfl: furrounding nations; high in fame; 

In public fpirit high; and high in wealtli; 

Forget not, Britain, higher (till than thee 
Sits the great Judge of Nations, who can weigh 
The wrong, and can repay. Before his throne 
Confefs thy weaknei's; nor with impious voice 
Arraign th’ immutable decree, that fix’d 
The bounds of wrong and right; that gave to all 
Their equal bleflings, and fecures its ends 
By penalties fevere; which often flow. 

But always certain, on the guilty head. 

Pour down the terrors of the wrath divine. 


END OF PART THE FIRST. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


JTh.E Author had flattered himiclf, that the fcheme of his 
whole Poem would have been fuiliciently evident from the firfl part; but 
having heard it urged as an objection againft his work, that it was de¬ 
fective in its phiH, he thinks it necefiary to mention, that his original 
idea was to finifli it in three parts; the firfl: of which was intended to 
extend to the mode of procuring flaves on the coaft of Africa—thcfccond, 
to the voyage from thence to the Wefl-Indian Iflands—and the third, to 
the deftination of the flaves, and the fbverities cxcrcifcd on them in the 
colonies.*—--The firfl part, accordingly, will be found to be confined te¬ 
ws proper purpofe ; the fecond continues the fubjeCt, and the Author is 
in hopes the whole will be comprehended in the third part, though the 
multiplicity of materials prevents him at prefent from fixing any precife 
bounds to his work, which may alfo pofllbly be abridged, by circumftanccj 
that may in fomc degree invalidate the motives which firfl prompted the 
Author to this undertaking. 



T H E 


WRONGS of AFRICA. 


PART THE SECO N D. 


1. AIR is this fertile fpot, whicli God aftign’d 
As man’s terreflrial home; where every charm 
Attracts his unperverted fenfe, and fills 
His heart with gladnefs : to his raptur’d fight 
Th’ extended landfcape opens; chearful green 
Invefls the lawn; luxuriant forells wave; 
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The chryflal ftream irriguous winds its way, 

And heaven’s bright azure canopies the whole. 

Soft on his ear the voice of mafic breathes 
In grateful undulations : odours fweet 
From herbs and trees, from llowers of varied hue, 
Salute him, and in filent whifpers bring 
The pleafing promife of the future year. 

—Form’d with a foul to relifh all their charms, 

Man, wanders o’er their beauties unconfin’d, 

And lauds their Author: when fome fiend malign, 
O’er all the fcene his blighting influence fheds, 

And bids it ficken on the fated fenfe, 

To loathing and difguft.--And fliall the fun, 

E’er from the eaft his glorious courfe begin, 

And not be bleft by man? or that mild oib 
That rules the hours of night, and fooths to peace 
The tides of patlion, hear th’ inflating voice 
Of hopelefs anguifh, that perverfe arraigns 
Her light, and bids her never more return ? 

__-Yes-thanks to man, the fcourge of all his kind. 

And traitor to himfelf; who never yet 
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Has rais’d his bounded views beyond the fcope 
Of felfifh pleafure, and immediate good. 

—Yes, thanks to man; whofe follies,andwhofecrimes. 
Change the fair face of nature, and pervert 
Her dearefl gifts to evilbreathes the air 
Its healthful fragrance, his mifguided rage 
With foul contagion loads its dropping wings. 

Swept from the carnage of the reeking field. 

O’er the broad ocean, whofe encircling arms 
Were meant to join the far diffever’d land 
In friendly intercourfe, and wide diffufe 
The bleffings of each different flate to all., 

His mad ambition, fends in dread array. 

His meftcngers of terror; prompt to pour 
Their fiery vengeance, on each diflant fhorc, 

Whofe natives, to his abfolute command. 

Their foil, their produce, liberties, and lives, 

Refign not. He, amidft the fpicy climes 
Of Afia, where prolific nature pours 
Her unappropriate, and fuperfluous wealth, 

Within 
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Within Iris hoarded magazine confines 
A nation’s produce; and around its doors. 

With lifted hands, and unaccufing voice. 

Hears the meek native fupplicate for food, 

And bids him perifii; and, as tho’ he fear’d 
Some happier fpot of earth fliould yet remain. 

That bore not bleeding witnefs of his guilt, 

He, from their parent-fhore, relentlefs tears 
The fons of Afric ; to the madding wave. 

To ftrange difeafes, to the piercing taunts 

Of wanton infolence, and all the wrongs 

That man from man can fuffer, dooms their days! 

Deep freighted now with human merchandize. 

The veflei quits the fhore ; prepar’d to meet 
The fiorms, and dangers, of th 9 Atlantick main ; 

Her motion fcarce obferv’d, fave when the flood 
In frequent murmurs beats againfi her prow. 

And the tall cocoas flowly feem to change 
Their former ftation. Leflening on the fight, 

The difiant mountains bow’d their cloud capt heads; 

And 
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And all the bright and variegated fccnc, 

OF hills, and groves, and lawns, and rced-built incus 
That oft had caught the priToner’s ardent eye. 

Not hopelefs of efcape, now gradual funk. 

To one dim hue, Amongft the fable tribes 
Soon fpread th’ alarm ; when fudden from the depths 
Of crouded holds, and loathfome caverns, rofe 
One univerfal yell, of dread defpair. 

And anguilh inexpreflible ; for now 
Hope’s (lender thread was broke; extinguifh’d now 
The fpark of expe&ation, that had lurk’d 
Beneath the afhes of their former joys, 

And o’er defpondency’s furrounding gloom. 

Had fhed its languid luflre. Bold, and fierce. 

Of high indignant fpirit, fome their chains 
Shook menacing, and from their low’ring eyes, 

Flafh’d earned of the flame that burnt within : 

Whilfl groans, and loud laments, and fealding tears, 
Mark’d the keen pangs of others.—Female fhrieks. 

At intervals, in. dreadful concert heard, 
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To wild dillra&ion manly forrow turn’d ; 

And ineffectual, o’er their heedlefs limbs, 

Was wav’d the-wiry whip, th*«. dropp’d with blood. 

Now funk the mournful day ; but mournful ffill 
The night that followed : and the riling morn, 

That fpread before the hopelefs captives view. 
Nought, but the wide expanfe of air, and fea, 

Heard all their cries with double rage renew’d. 

Nor did the ftorm of headftrong paffions reft, 

Till the third evening clos’d; nor by degrees 
Was hufti’d; but hidden as th’ autumnal blaft. 

Its rage exhaufled finks at once to re It; 

Whilft the wide wood, that bow’d beneath its courfe, 
Declines its wearied branches, thus the ffrife 
Ceas’d—not a groan, and not a voice was heard; 

But, as one foul had influenc’d every breaft, 

A fullen ftillnefs reign’d. Refign’d and mild. 

As if forgot their former ienfe of wrong, 

They took the fcanty fare they lately fpurn’d ; 

And if a tear fhould mingle with their food, 


No 
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No prying eye perceiv’d it: day by day 

Saw the fame fcene renew’d ; whilft profperous gales 

Full towards her deftin’d port the veflel bore ; 

And gently breathing o’er the Teaman’s mind,. 

Came the remembrance of his native land; 

The thoughts of former pleafures, former friends, 

Of reft and independence; heedlefs he, 

That on the miferics of others, rofe 
The fabrick of his joys: and gratified 
His felfilh views, whilft multitudes bewail’d 
Th’ eternal lofs of nature’s deareft gifts ; 

To them irreparable wrong, to him 
A flight acceflion to his ftores of blifs. 

*Twas night; and now the fhip, with fteady courfe, 
Purfued her midway voyage: fubfided now 
The tyrant’s dread, a more indulgent lot 
The Haves experienc’d; and their chains relax’d 
Their biting cincture. Fearlefs trod the deck 
The unfufpicious guard ; whilft, from below, 

Ainidft the croud of captives, not a found 

Of 
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Of louder note afeended. Yet, even then, 

Ha.ch eye was wake, and cv'ry heaving bread 
Was panting for revenge. For now approach'd 
The awful hour, long hop’d for, long fore fix’d, 

Sacred to vengeance, to the third of blood, 

And bitter retribution. Slowly roll’d 

The moments, whild with anxious minds, the Haves 

Waited the voice that loos’d them from redraint. 

And turn’d them on their tyrants : not more prompt 
The nitrous grain, that, at the touch of fire, 

Burds in refidlefs flame. Nor yet the voice 
Is heard; but thro’ each deep and dark recefs 
A hollow murmur rifes, that upbraids 
The long delay—nor yet the voice is heard! 

Whild in each agitated bread, by turns, 

Difmay, and doubt, and defperation reign; 

And fancy, now triumphant, now deprefs’d. 

Luxuriant wantons thro’ the feene of blood, 

Or feels the fiery torture.—“ Rife, revenge, 

“ Revenge your wrongs,” th’ expecled voice exclaims, 

And 
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And meets a ready anfwer, from' the tongues 
Of countlefs numbers, from each gloomy cell, 

In dreadful cries return'd, But who {hall tell 
The wild commotion ; who the frantic rage 
Of favage fury, when, with joint accord. 

They burft th oppofing gratings, and pour’d forth, 
Impetuous as the flood that breaks its mound ? 

—What tho’ unarm’d!—upon th’ unfparing fteel 
They rufh’d regardlefs ; and th’ expected wound 
Deep, but not always deadly, rous’d their minds 
To fiercer dcfperation : thronging clofe, 

Fearlefs, and firm# they join’d th’ unequal war; 

And when the fatal weapon pierc’d their fide, 

They flruggled to retain it, and in death 
Difarm’d the hand that conquer’d.—Thick they fell, 
But oft not unreveng’d, for faliening clofe 
Upon the foe fome gain’d the veffers fide, 

And ru fil’d together to a watry death; 

Whilfl from the yawning hold, emerging throngs 
Replac’d the vanquifh’d, and, with hideous cries. 

Struck 
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Struck terror thro’ the tyrants chilling veins. 

And bad oppreffion tremble. Nervelefs flood 
The harden’d feamcn: but recovering foon. 

They gain’d the barrier, that acrofs the deck 
Its firm defence projected ; then began 
The fcene of blood; then pour’d amongft the (laves, 
Frantic, and fierce, and madding with their wrongs. 
The volley’d vengeance; whilfl without a foe, 
Mifguided courage urg’d the flrife in vain; 

And check’d by hands unfeen, relax'd its powers 
In fudden weaknefs.—Terror, and furprife. 

Like deadly blood-hounds, feiz’d the vanquifh’d crew. 
That flood defencelefs, and expos’d, the mark 
Of uncontroll’d revenge; and as they fell. 

Without reluctance faw the purple flream, 

Slow welling from the fount of life, and join’d 
In kindred currents pour along the deck. 

Tinging with guiltlefs blood the weflern wave. 

But hark! the found of conqueft and of joy 
Burfts from th’ exulting viflors.'—Hark again ! 
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The thrice repeated triumph, tells the heavens, 
That innocence once more has felt the fangs, 

Th’ infatiate fangs of guilt, and weeps in blood 
Her jud refidance, and her rightful aims! 

Peace to your (hades, ye favour’d train, who fell 
Amidft the generous druggie ■ o’er whofe limbs 
The friendly hand of Death, has interpos’d 
His fated curtain; that, nor human force, 

Nor human malice, nor the deep regret 
Of difappointed avarice, nor the pang 
Of keen remorfe, that gnaws the murderer’s peace, 
And blafts his future joys, can e’er remove. 

-Secure beneath its guardian gloom, ye deep, 

In undidurb'd repofc: no more ye dart 
At mifery’s kindred fhriek: no more ye weep 
O’er fond domedic ties, untimely torn; 

No longer from th’ oppredbr’s hand, ye a(k 
The flender pittance, that prolongs your lives 
To lengthen’d anguiffo nor for you prepares, 
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Th* unfeeling planter, ’midft his cultur’d ifles, 

(Ifles moift with tears, and fertiliz’d with blood) 

His whips, his racks, his gibbets, and his chains. 

-—'Yours is the palm of conqueft-you have found 
A (belter from the hovering {form, that waits 
Your lefs fuccefsful fellows; who lament, 

And vainly wifh to fhare your happier lot. 

Yet not beneath oblivion’s gloom to reft. 

Nor meet the tribute of promifeuous praife, 

Was doom’d Cymbello.—Where Bancora pours, 
Towards Zaire’s broad flood his tributary wave. 

And cools the fervid equatorial gale, 

Cymbello firft drew breath.—His hither fway'd 
Monfol’s imperial feeptre.—To a form 
Of faultlefs mold, Cymbello join’d a foul, 

Firm, generous, comprehenlive; keen to mark, 

Wife to approve, and a&ivc to purfue 
Each nobler object.—Anxious for liis fame, 

Tire watchful father, to Matomba’s care 

A Hi gn’d 
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Affign’d the riling virtues of the youth. 

Ere in the fun-like flattery of a court, 

Had flirunk their native vigour.—“ Go,” faid he, 

“ Go, and beneath Matomba’s peaceful roof 
“ Pafs thy young hours; and tafte thofe vernal fweets, 
That wait not on thy riper years, ordain’d 
“ To be thy country’s facrifice.—His hand 
“ Shall check each wandering flep that turns to ill, 

“ And by obeying, thou (halt learn to rule.” 

Remote from peopled haunts, ’midft filent groves, 
Where palms, and plantains, intermix’d their (hade. 
And fpread their broad leaves to the fcorching fun» 
Matomba’s dwelling flood.—A chryflal flream 
Gufli’d from the gloom, and lav’d a chofen fpot, 

That own’d his conflant culture; Aloes there 
Shot forth their vigorous Herns, and hung their bells 
In grateful negligence; Hsemanthus fpread 
His crimfon bloom; the flowery Almond there, 
Profufe of fragrance, fcented all the plain, 

C 2 
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And the gay Protea wav'd his filvcry leaf. 

And glitter’d on the day.—A thoufand plants, 

The Favourites of the fun, whofe vivid tints 
Decay, and fickcn, in our northern climes, 

There in perennial luhrc fmil’d, nor fear’d 
'flic chilling blalls of Eurus.—To the fliades 
Of this fecurc retreat, Matornba led 
His royal pupil; with alliduous eye 
Watch’d o’er his opening mind ; and as he mark’d 
The riling fpark of curiofity, 

Difclofc its lambent blaze, with temperate hand 
Supplied its cravings, from the boundlefs (lore 
Of nature, culling what might bell; fupply 
His pleafing purpofe ; firfl, the various tribes 
Of vegetative life, their feent, their hue, 

Their beauteous conformation, and their change, 
Difplav’d a wondrous volume.—Riling hence 
To animated being, wonder grew 
To admiration ; whillt the mailer’s voice 
Explain’d the different habits, and the laws. 


Of 
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Of rticfc, that touch’d with more ethereal. P-V. ' 
In flood, and forcfl, deep beneath the earth, 

Or thro’ the fields of’ air, delighted feel ' 

The confcioufncfs of being.—Thence with maty 
Prime work of Heaven, lie dignified his theme t 
And, with rcfilllcfs energy, imprefs’d 
Upon the ftripling’s mind, tfie generous truths 
That man to man is equal; that the rights 
Which liberal nature gave alike to alb 
Tho’ often crufh’d beneath the hand of power, 

Can perith but with life:—that flates were form’d 
For focial purpofes: that he who claims 
From fubject throngs allegiance and fupport, 

Owes in return, his confidence, his love, 

His vigilance :—that royalty abus’d 

Is worle than treafon ; and the fovcrcign name, 

A feather’d toy, that weighs not in the fcale 
Of univerfal juflice.—Stern he heard, 

Nor flirunk the youth to hear the facred drain ; 
And whild his throbbing heart confefs’d its power, 


And 



Andthr mild luHie of benevolence. 

Illum'd his.fwimming eye, “ Be mine,” he cry’d, 
“ To guard my people’s rights ; and if I tear 
•‘ With impious hands the web of public faith, 

“ Or dai nAts native ludre, may the flcel 
Of high viiidi^ive freedom purge the guilt.” 



Bled were the'hc-iits, whild here the princely youth 
Imbib’d indruclion; interrupted oft 
By vigorous exercife, and grateful toil, 

For not the hlken bonds of indolence 
Retrain’d his ardent fpirit.—Every feene 
To him was pleafure \ but a fofter hue 
Allay’d their glowing tints, a milder charm 
Endear’d their beauties, when Kiaza fhar’d 
His devious path, and on his faithful arm 
Reclin’d.—Of gentled manners was the maid, 
Matomba’s daughter! fweeter than the breeze 
That deals the Caltha’s fragrance, and as chade 
As the cool beam of evening—yet die lov’d, 

Nor fought the blamelcls pallion to conceal. 
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But years fly fwift away, and fwifter far 
When pleafure plumes their wings. From fweet repofc* 
From love, and leifure, to the active fphere 
Of public life, the royal youth withdrew: 

Yet not to pomp, or pride, did love refign 
His empire; often from the crouded court, 

To good Matomba’s roof the prince retir’d, 

Delighted to recall thofe happier hours 
When life was new, to trace the confcious fcencs 
Of pall delights, whofe unembitter’d charm 
Was dear to memory, and in lonely fhades 
Renew the promife of perpetual truth. 

It chanc’d one evening, when the cooler hour 
Invited, and refrefhing breezes blew, 

Along the gralfy path, Cymbello led 

His lov’d companion.—O'er the chequer’d feene 

The moon with interrupted radiance flione ; 

And in fantaftic fhapes, athwart the gloom, 

Cocoas, and pines, their giant fhadows threw. 
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But nor th’ untimely hour, nor lengthen’d way, 
Abridg’d the tale of love; renewing hill, 

And hill reneAving its cxhauhlefs theme ; 

When hidden, as the crouching tyger fprings 
Upon his prey, ruhfd from a neighbouring brake, 

X troop of black banditti; that debauch’d 
By European arts, had wander’d far 
In fearch of human plunder. On the pair 
They feiz’d, relentlefs; from the hruggling grafp 
Of hrong affection tore them; nor indulg’d 
The lah fad hope, to breathe a fond farewell 
To all their pah endearments : pinion’d clofc, 

O’er dihant mountains, and thro 1 tracklefs plains, 
They bore their princely viedirn; nor delay’d 
By day or night their ha he, till on the fliore, 

The white receivers grafp’d their prize; and paid 
With ufelefs wares, with baubles, and with toys, 
The f icrilcgious rape: with manacles 
Comprefs'd his wrih; with ignominious chains. 
Loaded his freeborn limbs; and midh the heam 
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Of putrid exhalations thru It him deep, 

Beneath the world of waters; that refus'd, 

Tho’ often call’d, to whelm him in their waves, 

And fhield him from indignity, and fhame. 

Torn by confiidling paffions, bar’d from air, 

With taunts and {tripes infulted, and compell’d 
To (hare the anguifh of defponding throngs, 

That hourly curs’d exigence, foon began 
His vigor to decline; and on her throne. 

Sat reafon tottering. Sleep refus’d to clofe 
His eyes; that gazing wild with maniac glare, 

Froze in their fockets.—when before their orbs 
Rofe a majeltic form; that not confin’d 
Within the {hip’s fcant boundary, rear’d her head 
Amidft the rolling clouds. Her right hand held 
A falchion dropping blood; and in her left 
A heart yet palpitating, {hock’d the fight. 

Dreadful {he fmil’d, yet in her dreadful fmilc 
Lurk’d fafcination: horrid was her voice, 

Yet did it vibrate on the wretch’s ear, 

D Sweeter 
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Sweeter than mufic. ** Prince,” fhe cry’d, “ I come 
“ To free from weak regret thy manly mind, 

“ And vindicate thy wrongs.—To deeds of death 
“ Rife then! my fleel fhall point thy way/’—She fpoke 5 
And clafp'd him to her bofom. Thro’ his frame 
Ran fierce emotions of tumultuous joy; 

He fpurn’d the fond complaint; no more the figh 
Puirlt from his heart: his eyes forgot to weep; 

Ambition now was hufn’d, the patriot hope 
Expired; and love himfclf the rule refign’d 
To one unbounded third; of dread revenge. 


True to the tenor of her magic voice, 

’Twas he wliofe genius form’d the great defign, 
That promis’d death or freedom; who infus’d 
His glowing fpirit ’midfl the crowd of flaves, 
Retrain’d the daring, rous’d the languid bread, 
And bad them move obedient to his null, 

As tho’ one foul infpir’d them. Ilis command 
Had urg’d them on to aftion; he had led 
The way to conquell; and his vigorous arm 


Had 
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Had wrench’d a dagger from the Englifh chief, 

And plung’d it in his heart.——‘But vain the ftrife; 

Nor ffrength, nor courage, nor th’ infpiring hope 
Of vengeance aught avail. Cymbello faw 
The fruitlefs confli6l, faw around him fall 
His flaughter’d fellows ; whilfl the wily foe 
Secur’d from danger, dealt the leaden deaths 

In fwift rotation.--In wild agony 

He turn’d his eyes; when full before him Hood 
His lov’d Kiaza. As the fudden flafh 
Of lightening, gliding o’er the vault of night. 

Gilds with its momentary blaze, the path 
Of fome lone traveller, ’midll the wintry florm, 
Then finks in darknefs ; thus a beam of joy 
Diffus'd its tranfient luftre.—Swift he flew. 

He clafp’d the maid, whofe finking head reclin’d 
Upon his bofom—grief rcflrain’d the pow r er 
Of utterance, and the big diffrefs was told 
In filent tears.—With looks of ardent love 
He o er her nung; and now his faultering voice 

D 2 Eflay’d 
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Effay’d her name ; but fhrinking from his arms. 
She fell a lifelefs corfe. The level'd death 
Aim’d at her lover, had transfix’d her heart. 

—Cymbello rais’d his fteel;—a frantic fmile 
Pafs’d o’er his cheek ;—the deadly weapon pierc’d 
Life’s fragile barrier; near the maid he fell, 
Embrac’d her in his languid grafp, and died. 


Shall fancy then, before the awful Ihrine. 

Of public juitice, dare intrude her Hep,, 

And with falfe tints, and wanton pencil, (lain 
Th’ unfullied robe of truth?—Ah deem not fb, 
Ye advocates of mercy !—Her weak hand 
Wou’d catch fome feature of that demon form,. 
That tramples o’er creation.—But in vain 
She drives to mark the terrors of his mien; 

For whilll die gazes, darker fhades o’erfpread 
His deep deformities. Th’ hi dorian’s fkill, 

The poet’s energy, the painter’s art, 

Shrink from the conted: nor (hall fancy’s eye. 
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Sele£t a deed of more tranfcendant guilt, 

Whofc crimfon luftre pales not, when compard 
With the deep hue of his unvarnifh’d crimes. 

—But foil—perchance a tale of private woe, 

May lightly touch the mind : or fliou’d it prompt 
The tear of fympathy, may fail to roufe 
Thofe flrong emotions, that indignant glow 
Which virtue feels, when generous aims infpirc 
Confenting bofoms; and the holy flame 
Of freedom, only leads her votaries on. 

To more immediate ruin. Hither then* 

Ye impotent of foul, who falfely deem, 

That heav’n’s impartial gifts are circumfcrib : d 
To colour, and to climate.-—Hither too 
Ye fludious of mankind, who ceafelefs urge 
Tlf hifloric toil; and trace th’ illuflrious deeds 
Of former days, when Greece, and Rome, were free ; 
For with their proudefl; names, a faithful band 
Of thefe, the fable children of the fun, 
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Whom modern pride difdains, whom avarice dooms 
To pain, and infult, fliall conteft the palm 
Of high unconquer’d courage.—Liften then, 

Whilft truth rcftrains the mufe’s wandering ftep, 
And gi ves her awful fan6tioii to the fong. 

From proud Angola, o’er the weftern main 
A vclfcl held her courfe ; her wide womb fill’d 
With men of firmer foul.—Difiruft and fear 
Induc’d fevere reftraint;—reftraint awak’d 
The third of vengeance ; till to madnefs rous’d. 

They dar’d th’ unequal war.—But humbled foon. 

By undeferv’d misfortune, and abafh’d, 

That victory finil’d not on their bold defign; 

Amidft the deep recelfes of the hold, 

Which day-light vifits not, the vanquifh’d train 
Withdrew them—pleas’d amidft congenial gloom. 

To hide their forrows from the vigors’ eye, 

And weep their undiftinguifh’d hours away. 

—Above them, with redoubled bolts fecur’d, 
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The iron gratings frown’d; defign’d to bar 
Th’ afcent, ’till at the dedin’d port arriv’d, 

The rebel throng again fliould meet the day. 

But nature, kinder than relentlefs man, 

Mock’d at th’ attempt; and in her wcaknefs Ilrong, 
Controll’d his harfli defign.—Among ft the Haves 
A fwift contagion fpread ; from fcanty food, 

From putrid water, and imprifon’d air. 

Engender’d.—Shuddering now with felfiih fear, 
Refentment dropt her rod ; and Avarice flew 
To fhield his treafure; once again were op’d 
The doors, and on the breezy deck were led 
Th’ emaciate crowd of flaves; but not in throngs 
Promifcuous, for fufpicion, yet alarm’d 
By former dangers, into number’d ranks 
Had clafs’d them ; and with chains, together bound 
Thrice five reluclant wretches: for an hour 
Allow’d to breathe the gale ; then feck again 
Their loathfomc dungeon, whilft fucceflivc ranks 
Of equal number, occupied the place. 

Mar 
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Murk! on the deck a train of fufferers fit 
Clcfe rang’d and link’d ; meanwhile a chcarful gale 
Fills the broad canvas ; and the veflel (kirns 
Light, o’er the dafhing brine.—But fee, their breads 
Beat high!—a look of fecret joy illumes 
Each fable front!—their fhivering limbs confcfs 

The unexprefs’d idea!--See they rife, 

At once they rife ; and with confenting ftep 
Rufii towards the prow!—A momentary glance 
Gives the dread fignal; and they headlong plunge 
Amidlt the ocean.—Hafte, ye heedlcfs crew, 

Hafi:c check the fails, and fidelong to the breeze 
Oppofe the velfel’s breadth; for fee, again, 

Your captives from the circling waves emerge, 

And rang’d in order, once again approach 
The fhip, and court a parley ! Now difcard 
Your looks ferocious ; in your alter’d eye 
Let kindnefs beam, and fordid interd! wear 
The mafk of mercy :—of a kinder fate, 

.Of fruitful Chores, in early profpeft fpeak ; 
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And let the found of freedom, drop like balm 
Upon their wounded feelings.—Hear they not ?~~ 

.—They hear and fpurn the treachery.—High they raife 
Their arms, abhorrent of the chains they bear; 

And fink indignant mi dll the rolling waves. 


Immortal Freedom! vivifying fun 
Of every virtue!—when thine energies 
Pervade the bread of man, he rears his head, 

Like fome tall plant, majeftic, andereft, 

And is what God defign’d him.—But thy fmile 
Withdrawn, he grovels in the dud, and foils 
The honours of his brow.—O be it mine 
To found aright thy praifes ! At my birth, 

What, tho’ the Mufes fmifd not, nor diddl’d 
Their dews hyblean.—O’er my infant couch, 

What tho’ they fcatter’d not their fading flowers, 
Yet thou wad prefent:—thy diviner flame 
Play’d round my head;—impatient of controul. 

My young dep followed where thou ledd the way; 

And 
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And far as memory traces back my years, 

My foul, tho’ touch’d with focial fympathies. 

Revolted ac oppreflion.-Nymph divine ! 

If from the found of Milton’s golden lyre; 

Of Thomfon’s Doric pipe, that pour’d thy praife 
In one full tide of mulic ; and the flrain 
Of him, who lick of outrage and of wrong,, 
Sigh’d for “ a lodge in fome vaft wildernefs, 

“ Some boundlefs continuity of fliade,” 

Thou now withhold thine audience;—hither turn 
Indulgent; for tho’ fw T eeter fong hath charm’d, 

Yet praife fincerer never met thine ear. 

Recall w r e then the days, when from the fhores 
Of elder Greece, from Rome’s imperial, bound, 
Burlt forth exulting Paeans. Thee they hail’d 
Their patronefs and pride : but oft their fongs 
Millook thy genuine glory ; and prophan’d 
Thy name, idolatrous,—Ah ! cou’d the breath 
Of incenfe pleafe thee ? or the found of pipes 
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Clamorous ? whilH wafted on the felf-fame gale, 

T'he groans of flaughter’d Helots pierc’d thine ears; 
Or the fhrill fliriek of Haves, that unaccus'd, 

Expir’d upon the rack ?—For this thy wrath 
Was kindled; foon at thy vindictive frown, 

Their lofty towers, and ftfong cemented walls. 

Shook to their bafe: thine heav’nly temper’d fpear 
Struck the firm earth ; and from the teeming North, 
And furious Eaft, the torrents of thine ire 
Rufli’d, ready to deflroy. Where once thy fmile 
Bad yellow harvefts wave, and Plenty pour 
Her unexhaufted horn ; where once thy voice 
Infpir’d the patriot bread, and fteel’d the arm 
Inimical to tyrants ; priefts and Haves 
Now people all the land; and fqualid want 
Sits on the defert champain, and derides 
The vows, that idly rife to heaven, and afk 
Its undeferv’d indulgence. From their fate, 

Ye nations learn, that what ye free receive. 

Ye freely give: and O beware the touch 
E 2 
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Of foul domellic flavery! that inflills 
Its deadly venom thro’ each fecret pore, 

And taints the vital fource of public weal. 

But why, O nymph! fhall man’s averted eye, 
Whene’er thy brighter radiance Bands confeft, 
Shrink from the blaze ? What tho’ thy port fublime 
Infpire deep reverence ; yet thy brow fevere 
Is temper’d mild with mercy : tho’ thy frown 
Turn pale the crimfon on the tyrant’s cheek, 

Yet not the dews of evening fofter fall 
On the parch’d verdure, than thy look benign 
On all th’ extended race of human kind : 

Nor veil’ll thou now the glories of thy mien 
As erft, impervious. Open is thy fhrine; 

Nor mute thine oracles; nor pour they forth 
Ambiguous voices. There, thine handmaids, Hand 
The heaven-defcended Sciences; and there 
The train of Arts affiduous: thofe thy name 
Exalt in grateful hymns; whilft thefe arrelt 
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The fleeting found, and give to lands remote, 

And ages yet to come, the genuine fong. 

And now, the kindling nations feel the drain; 

And darting from their lethargy, that feem’d 
The fatal deep of deadi; exulting, hail 
The day-fpring of thine empire. Even they, 

The ions of Seine, and Loire, have thrown alid6 
The flimfy covering, that but i'll conceal'd 
Their inward pangs; nor more, with ideot joy, 
Dance to the found, and glitter of their chains. 

Led on by thee, they learn to know their worth, 
And claim the rights of men ; and who fhall dare, 
When judice arms, and liberty infpircs. 

To place a barrier to their bold career ? 

And fee, the adamantine doors unfold; 

And from the center of thy temple beams 
A drong, but temperate light; that plays ferene 
Around thine awful form. The fong is mute. 

And mute the choral fymphonies : a paufe 
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Of folemn file nee, on the wondering fenfe 
Impofes deep attention : now burfts forth 
Thine energetic voice; and whilll it thrills 
Thro’ every vein, the firm dilated foul 
Feels more than mortal: all the nobler powers 
Of man, are up in arms, and throng to join 
Thy flandard ; firm integrity, and truth, 

And fpotlefs honour, and impartial love, 

And uncorrupted juflice. Hear the found, 

Yc nations! nor refufe die facred drain 
Thro’ the faint medium of a mortal tongue. 

“ O ions of men ! O progeny belov'd 
“ Of every climate, and of every hue, 

“ Who court the boon ’ris mine alone to give— 

“ —Approach, nor trembling—Lo ! the prize is yours* 
“ Your general birthright! Nor more freely blows 
“ Th’ impartial breath of Heaven, than I diflfufc 
“ My bleffings. Why then, hecdlefs of the good 
“ That courts you, wou'd ye quit the golden day, 

“ For 
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For the deep gloom of ignorance ; where dwell 
A thoufand fpcctre forms, the hateful brood 
Of fancy, when fhe vainly fhun’d the grafp 
Of terror? Who that faw the chryltal fpring 
Gufh plenteous from its fource, wou’d turn his ftep 
To drink pollution from'the (lagnant pool? 

— O lhamc to manhood ! that the facred light 
Of reafon, damp’d by fear, fhould faintly pour 
An half-extingui fil’d blaze ! or lend its aid, 

Whillt avarice, and ambition, forge the chains 
That bind the vulgar herd ; who bow their necks, 
And from obedience arrogate applaufe! 

“ Yet is not man forfaken :—from the feats 
Of light empyreal; where, ellrang’d from earth,. 
Awhile my Heps delay'd, again I come 
The harbinger of joy. For lince the day, 

When Britain’s fons, inquilitive, explor’d 
The tyrant’s warrant; and his angry frown, 

With angry frowns withllood; my ready aid, 

“ Infus’d 
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“ Infus’d a fee ret vigor thro’ the land; 

“ In toils and death unconquer’d.—Thence arofe 
“ That equaliz’d dominion, liberal rule, 

“ Where not dependant on the fovereign breath, 

“ The people hold their rights; but juft reftraints 
“ Affe6t the .whole, and leave each portion free; 

“ As yon bright orbs revolve their fated rounds. 

Each in its fphere ; yet feel the ftrong controul 
“ Of relative dependance.—Nor {hall ceafe 
The fair example, till thro’ Europe’s bounds 
“ It fpread ; and wondering nations emulate 
“ This laft lov’d offspring of my riper cares. 

“ But ah ! what founds of forrow load the gale, 

“ And wild complaints, and burfting fighs, and groans 
“ Like tliofe of parting nature ?—’Tis the voice 
“ Of fuffering multitudes.—And fee, the mufe, 

“ —O fight of horror! on th’aftonilh’d eye, 

* c Pours all the hated feene.—I fee the'hand 
'* Of man, againft his brother man uprais’d, 
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“ Wielding the fhamelefs whip.—I fee the wretch 
“ Fall, and cling proftrate round his tyrant’s feet; 

“ Whilft by expreftive geftures,—nature’s mute 
“ But powerful eloquence, he vainly ftrives 
“To mitigate his fury.—Now he quits 
e * His fainting grafp !—But o’er th’ atrocious deed 
“ O let Oblivion wrap her deepeft (hade; 

“ Left fiends look on, and blufh, that man fhall dare 
“ So far beyond the bounds his Maker plac’d. 

“ And can it be P that man, by nature form’d 
“ Of powers fuperior; and to whom difeios’d 
“ Stands the whole order of this earthly Frame; 

“ And ftill more wondrous, all the wider world 
“ Of intellect and reafon: from whofe mind, 

« As from a polilh’d mirror, bright refled 
“ On their divine original, the forms 
« Of virtue, truth and beauty fay, can he 
«* Allow the mi ft of intereft, to obfeure 
“ Thofe truths, elfe obvious to his piercing eye ? 

“ —Ah 


F 



[ 42 ] 

—Ah knoi^s he not, that partial blifs depends 
On general happinefs ; that when he plants 
In nature’s bread a dagger, every part 
Partakes the anguifh ? that the copious dream 
Of univcrfal blifs, devolves along 
Like fome broad river; thro’ its wide extent, 

To every nation, and to all mankind, 

DifFuling health and gladnefs; but detach’d 
In partial channels, dagnates in its courfe, 

And foul and putrid fpreads corruption round. 

u —Yes—he fhall learn.—A beam of ligtu divine 
Difpels the gloom. From its purfuing blaze, 

Swift to the confines of their native hell. 

Retire the foes of man.—There fiavery clanks 
Her broken chains ; there Cruelty his knife, 

Tho’ foul’d with blood, aims harmlefs ; Avarice there 
Sighs o’er her fancied lofs; her brittle web, 

There Sophiftry bewails on earth, refounds 
The voice of gratulation: realm to realm, 
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“ And fliore to (hore re-echoes with my name 
“ And to the mercy-feat of God, afeends 
“ The odour of a grateful facrifice, 
u Of truth, and juft ice, and unbounded love. 
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